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Heav'd up from the hoard.    Of the bold Here-

Scyldings

All yare on the bale was the best battle-warrior;
On the death-howe beholden was easily there 1110
The sark stain'd with war-sweat, the all-golden

swine,

The iron-hard boar; there was many an atheling
With wounds all outworn;   some on slaughter-
field welter'd.
But Hildeburh therewith on Hnsef 's bale she bade

them

The own son of herself to set fast in the flame,
His bone-vats to burn up and lay on the bale there:
On his shoulder all woeful the woman lamented.
Sang songs of bewailing, as the warrior strode

upward,

Wound up to the welkin that most of death-fires,
Before the howe howled; there molten the heads
were,                                                           1120

The wound-gates burst open, there blood was out-
springing
From foe-bites of the body; the flame swallow'd

all,
The greediest of ghosts, of them that war gat

him

Of either of folks;   shaken oflF was their life-
breath.